TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
who used to go fishing in the canal to kill time, until
Leech's opened, and he was looked down upon during
all his weary vigil by Leech's clock. He made his
reputation and he sang his songs in English; and in
that language he sold his cigarettes. It was a pity
that I was not strong enough to play hurley, and I
began to regret it until it was borne in upon me
that at the Stad nobody did anything except smoke
cigarettes, but they all approved of it, and you knew
they were ready to play it for the nation's sake,
Michael Cusack did not play it either, but he had a
big iron-bound club that did play it once upon a time;
so that was all right. There was a great atmosphere
of nationality gathered about the Stad. It was a good
place to slip out to at night, for one who lived about
fifteen doors away, and to talk about the revival of
Gaelic. Even if few people talked to me there was
always Cathal, who was too civil and too much of a
business man not to talk to anyone while waiting for
a revival of the nation.
Arthur Griffith talked to me, and so did Shaun T.
and one or two of his friends, who were schoolmasters.
And no one was as determined as Arthur to revive
the Gael and make us a nation once again. But before
this could be done we must bring back the Members
from Westminster. I told this to Tom Kettle, and I
will never forget his answer.
" Ireland politically is an invalid and is not yet
strong enough for freedom." But then Tom was in
with Joe Devlin and Redmond, who had an interest
in Westminster, and they knew nothing about the
spirit that was stirring in the Stad.
Arthur Griffith was smaller in stature than the
others. But he had more strength of will and more
determination. And he said very little, except to jerk
out an epigram by the way of keeping us right poli-
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